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One 


Author's Notes: 
This could be classed as pre-slash if you want to read it that way. :-) As always thanks to Dramady for her 
beta work. *hugs* 


Lukas looked at his beer, wishing he could hide in the bottle. This had been Tommy's idea to get him used to 
what he was letting himself in for by joining the Crue on the road for a week 


Bad plan, because now he was sitting in some hotel bar or another, next to a non-drinking Nikki Sixx after 
Tommy had fucked off with some silicon-enhanced blond that he'd picked up. It was about as uncomfortable as 


it could get and he'd been in some really uncomfortable situations. 


Pushing the bottle back, he was about make his excuses and leave when the barman almost slid over the bar 
catching the collar of some young kid Lukas hadn't seen come in. There was no not seeing that the youngster 
was off the streets. Lukas had done that a million and one times himself-- sneak into some hotel bar, hide in 
the corner at least until you got warm and see if you couldn't scrounge a couple of packets of nuts or 


something. 


As the barman handled the kid out the door, Lukas hissed, lips curling. Quite without thinking, he moved to stop 
it, easily claiming the kid as family and taking responsibility for him. He'd seen the flash in barman's eyes 
almost as though he was about to argue before he turned pale and moved away, muttering. A heavily tattooed 


wrist came into view over his shoulder the hand attached to it joining his on the kid's arm. 


There was a look of panic that passed through the young man's eyes before they died, going blank as he 
offered himself to the two of them. Lukas was about to splutter his denial when Nikki's more confident voice 
came from behind him, calming the kid, explaining that's not what they were not about and softly soothing him 
almost like a startled animal. 


A hand in the center of Lukas's back propelled him while older man guided the street kid out to reception. The 
kid had opened up to the bass player, telling him his age amorgst a lot of other things. It seemed that the 
Nikki had the knack for getting the most unexpected people to talk him and trust him. 


Nikki left Lukas and the youngster chatting. After that initial ice had been so easily broken by the older man, it 
hadn't taken him long to follow on Nikki's lead while the bass player went and made a couple of calls. Coming 
back, Sixx let the kid know about the foundation that he was involved with and that he'd got him a place for 
that night. After that he'd have to work for it, helping to help himself. 


Lukas could see the half-flicker of hope and the major disappointment that warred in the kid's eyes as he 
accepted the news that someone from the charity was going to stop by and pick him up. While it was probably 
more than the kid had expected it certainly was a lot less than he wanted as it was obvious he would have 
been happier with a hand-out. But Lukas knew from experience that that wouldn't solve anything and could 


very easily make it worse and so, it seemed, did Nikki 

They both sat and stayed talking with the kid, chatting between the three of them until the counsellor turned 
up and left with their young charge. Conversation then died, Lukas's fingers knitting together hiding themselves 
between his thighs head down, shoulders hunched. Back to being that street kid himself, not someone who was 
about to front Super-fuckin'-nova. 


"Hey, stop it" The tone was the same as Nikki had used with the kid, not wanting to startle, but that didn't 
stop Lukas's head jerking up and his eyes locking with the bass player's, through his dark glasses. 


"What?" I+ came out as more of a snarl than he would have wanted the reaction recognizably defensive. 
"Don't get go back there. Don't let it take you back, man" 

He blinked and blinked even more as the shades came off. 

"If you let it win, itll fuck you over completely. You dont even want to start down that road” 


There was something about the honesty in Nikki's eyes that wouldn't let Lukas look away, even though his tone 


was probably a lot more belligerent that it should have been "What the fuck you know about it?" 


Anger flashed through the eyes he'd been watching, causing him to shift back on his seat, the flight instinct 
kicking in before he got to it to control it. The dark glasses were returned to their spot on Nikki's nose hiding 
his eyes away again. Lukas couldn't help but feel some remorse as though he'd been offered a glance as 
something special and then had it taken away, that ‘you're not good enough; you'll never be good enough’ feeling 
that seemed to live in the base of his skull exploded through his head, making him want to curl up in a dark 


corner and make the world go away. 


Something must have showed in his eyes as the older man's hand came gently, compassionately almost, to rest 
on his shoulder. "I ran from my Grandparents and my home, if you could call it that, when | was probably 


younger than that kid, ran to LA" Nikki half shrugged as though that explained everything and maybe it did. 


Unthinkingly Lukas's hand found the bass player's, their fingers winding together. "Left when | was fifteen. 
Wouldn't even call it home" A lot of his usual ‘one of those things’ attitude was missing from his voice as he 
talked about it, opening up and eventually telling Nikki that he'd been looking for his parents since he'd gotten on 
the show. 


"Hope you find them, man Everyone needs some kind of closure." 


Lukas nodded, suddenly feeling the fight and everything else draining out of him, not just the emotion of the 


current situation but the emotion of the last few weeks leaving him without his brash armor, unprotected. 


Whatever Nikki thought was hidden behind those shades but he found himself discreetly moved into the 
elevator then pulled against the older man tucked up against his shoulder. It was different than being hugged 
by Tommy-- those hugs were always exuberant, joking, designed to mess with other people though to him 
always friendly. This was.. he didn't know what this was, just that it helped, warmed him even though he hadn't 
know he'd been cold, the warmth making him shiver which brought a tightening of the arms round him and 
what could have been ‘what the fuck is T thinking’ muttered from above his head but he wasn't sure. The 
words were on the tip of this tongue to ask just as the door pinged open. 


Nikki discreetly guided him down the corridor; never not touching him but not openly, not open to any eyes 
that may have been watching, as though this whatever was private - for them only. Lukas was led past the 


room he shared with Tommy, further down the hall to Nikki's room. 


As soon as the door closed behind them and that touch left him, the cold settled again as those glasses found 
their way to the vanity and he found himself looking back over at green eyes and part of him wanted to curl 
up and die; there was something in those eyes that that part of him could only interpret one way. After all 


he'd been where that kid had been and had paid that price on more than one occasion for a free meal and a 


hand out. 


"You can wipe that look of your face right now.." Nikki was suddenly in his face, that anger back before it was 


gone and that voice softened, calming again. ".. you don't need to be on your own tonight. If you'd used your 


eyes before leaping to conclusions you'd see there are two beds here." A gentle hand cupped the back of his 
head a thumb brushing over his cheekbone. "Told you. I've been there, done that too, sold myself to live. | can 
see the instinct kicking in. Don't” The bass player moved away so that he could sit in the big wing backed arm 
chair. "You're more than that and you know it, really know it inside yourself. If you didn't, you wouldn't be 


here." 
Though the bass player looked completely relaxed and at ease, his words-- honest, sincere-- the give away 
was the fingers plucking at his sweatbands, shredding the threads, fraying the material. That little movement 


was like a door being kicked open for Lukas, it was something he recognized in himself for all Nikki's words and 


he knew them to be the truth, it was that little fidget that made it make sense. 


Sitting down on the end of the bed, he looked at the older man, seeing him through clearer eyes as though the 


veneer of him being ‘Nikki Sixx’ was gone and the real man was looking at back at him. 


"Tell me." His words were a quiet request. 


~End~ 


